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EXPERIENCE
TAUGHT MILLIONS
the Differences in

Cigarette Quality
...and

now the demand for Camels
— always great
—is greater than ever in history.

URING the war shortage of cigarettes
... that’s when your “T-Zone” was
really working overtime.
That’s when millions of people found that
their “T-Zone” gave a happy okay to the
rich, full flavor and the cool mildness of
Camel’s superb blend of choice tobaccos.
And today more people are asking for
Camels than ever before in history. But, no
matter how great the demand:
We do not tamper with Camel quality. We
use only choice tobaccos, properly aged, and
blended in the time-honored Camel way!

According lo arecen

\

Nationwide survey:

More Doctors
SMOKE
than any other cigarette
Doctors

And

too

when

smoke

three

for

pleasure.

independent

research
organizations
asked
113,597 doctors—What cigarette

do you smoke, Doctor ?—the
brand named most was Camel !

Your

T-ZONE’

will tell you...

ThatS your proving ground *
for any cigarette. See
if Camels dont
suit your’ T-ZONE’
to a‘T’

R.

J. Reynolds

Tobacco

Company,

Winston-Salem,

N.C.
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TO

OUR

Immaculate,

LADY

OF

LOURDES

here at thy shrine

Thy children kneel
In prayer
And beg of thee with
Our burdens ail

humble

hearts

To share.
As we entreat thee point the way
Between the right
And wrong
There

comes

We, too, can
The Song.

a sweet

—Rira

Page two

assurance

and

hear
E. McGarry

aie

af Daylon

EXPONENT
VOL.

FEBRUARY,

XLV

WE LAUGHED

AND
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LIVED

crawl

@ By At T. SurrMann

the

It was a black day, April 9, 1942,
for the men of Bataan. The Japanese troops, after battering for four
successive months, finally forced the
weary, underfed, and disillusioned
Americans to surrender.
The tropical sun had just set behind Mt. Mariveles when the group
I was with was rounded up by a
group of Jap soldiers. ‘he Japanese
immediately began to resort to a
little sadistic frolicking by probing
their newly apprehended prisoners
in the seat of the pants with their
bayonets. A young American lieutenant with a belligerent Irish air
began to laugh. At first we thought
gone loco, but finally, atter

questioning him, we discovered the
reason for his mirth. In a strictly
cocky American manner he said,
“Boy! If these runts have to catch
and jab every American like this
they'll have to improve their bay-

onet thrusts!”
This impromptu humor in a time
of dilemma set a pattern of philosophy which we who survived strived
to follow throughout the three and
one-half years of prison camp life.
The end we strived for was to turn
misery into mirth.
The famous

Death March and the first months
of prison life in Camp O’Donnul
and Cabanatuan enacted a heavy
toll of life among the American

P.O.W.’s.
I can remember clearly the wisecracks,

jokes,

and

funny

of this

hole;

I'll live

to

reader,

he

has

carried

out

his

promise and has no doubt by now
azunk up a brewery of suds.

First-hand experiences.

he had

out

get back to America to drink one
more beer.” For the information of

incidents

that helped make that living hell of

prison camp

bearable.

Upon entering prison camp every
contingent of prisoners was given
an initiation speech by Captain
‘Tsuneyoshi, commonly known as
“Little Hitler”. He would draw
himself up to all of his five foot five
and rage about this being a one
hundred years war and that Japan
and America would be enemies for
ever and ever. He would bombastically state, “Our children would
fight each other.” Of course the
usual comment would come up,
“Sorry, Little Hitler, we are all
single.”
I can remember the day I visited
the so-called hospital trying to locate a lost friend. I wandered along
the rows of the sick and dying with
no luck. Finally, I decided to look
in the Zero Ward. ‘This ward was

filled with the dead and those who
were expected to die. ‘They were
placed there to be out of the way.
It was

here

I saw a familiar

face,

an air corp lieutenant who had served as a gunnery officer on Bataan.
He was in a deplorable condition.
I

said,

“Johnny,

what

the

devil’s

the matter with you?” He started
down the list of ills he had—dysentery, beriberi, yellow jaundice, malaria—any one of which could be
fatal without proper medical care.
After telling me of his ailments he

The days spent in the Philippine
prison camps were actually hell on
earth. Little food was given and

water was as scarce. ‘The well were

kept busy nursing the sick and burying the dead.
Our death roster
juinped by leaps and bounds and
the sick list tripled the death list
daily.
‘T’o relate here tales of horror, attrocities, and brutalities that were
committed by the Japanese would
only disgust the reader. By telling
a tew ot the humorous incidents
that happened it is possible to show
how a group of Americans if forced
to, can survive under practically any
type of adverse conditions. The ingenious methods used by the prisoners to acquire enough food to survive on would fill a text which
could be used as a handbook by the
best of American crooks.

‘There was the time the Japs were
moving a group of us to Japan in
the hold of a 5,000 ton freighter,
nicknamed
the
Magget
Maru,
which seemed easy picking for an
American submarine. A sub did

jump our convoy just off the north-

ern tip of the Philippines. ‘The Japs
were in a panic and while they were
busy zizzagging and trying to evade
the American sub, the prisoners in
hold No. 1 tapped the sugar cargo
below and had a wonderful feast.
The general feeling was that if the

said with a chuckle, “But you just

sub torpedoed this tub, they would
all have a full stomach of sugar at

wait until I get enough strength to

least.
Page three

The

Americans

either

decided

this ship wasn’t worth wasting a
torpedo on or the Japs finally out
maneuvered them because we continued our voyage and arrived in
Japan seventeen days later.

Prison
though

camp

life in

somewhat

Japan

improved,

al- .
re-

mained the same as far as physical
treatment was concerned. ‘The Japs
were still sadistic and fanatical.

A

day would hardly pass without some
incident happening which would
add a little spice to our lives.

One night we were being masspunished because, some one stole
the commandant’s rice and _ ivory
chopsticks. We were made to stand
in the freezing night air at attention
with less to nothing on for two
hours. A Japanese nom-com was

practicing his sword swats with a
kindo stick on each American who
dared move even a little finger.
Mike, a boy of Polish descent, stood

next to me and being a little bowlegged, could not assume the exact

position of a soldier at attention.

A

JAPANESE RESTAURANT
By JAMEs HAZELBAKER

Sixty miles northwest of ‘Tokyo
lies the village of Chichbu. Along
the main street of this village, between two of these shops, is situated a restaurant. Unlike other
shops, which are built nght up to
where the curbstone would normally
be, this restaurant is set back about

thirty feet. At a first glance, there
appears what seemed, an empty show
window with a depth of several feet
and having an ornate wall hanging
as a backdrop.

We approached from the street,
and passed through a
garden of small shrubs

miniature
and _ gaily

colored

anteroom,

flowers.

In

the

we were greeted by an attendant
who received our shoes and placed
them on a shelf for keeping until
we were ready to leave. ‘This practice of leaving off one’s shoes is
customary in any home or small
place of business. ‘The attendant
called into the building, and in quick
time a small girl dressed in a black

‘The Jap non-com really worked him

kimono appeared. She bowed from

over, but still Mike

the hips, to acknowledge

could

not per-

from the impossible.
Finally he
pulled a faint and the two of us
on each side grabbed him. The Jap
thinking he had beaten Mike into
unconsciousness,

ordered us to take

him inside. We did it gladly with
Mike muttering all the way in, “I
guess it pays to be bow-legged.
‘Those poor suckers out there still
have an hourto stand.”

The year 1943 found our group
of friends of adversity moved to
Zentsuji prison camp on Shikoku.

In this camp we formed the “TI Like
It Here” club. You had to be crazy
to belong to it. Our famous motto
(Continued on Page 6)

ence

and

then

turned

our pres-

about,

indi-

cating for us to follow.
We were led along a_ narrow,
dimly-lit corridor, the floor of which
was very highly polished. From the
corridor, we went up a flight of
stairs through the side of which we
could see the clean and orderly

kitchen. The plainly furnished room

contained an ice chest and meat
block with work tables conveniently
placed for efficient preparation of
meals, fresh vegetables in vats of
cooling water and a large vessel containing boiling water for the preparation of tea.
On the second floor we were
ushered along a corridor, the walls
of which were sliding panels. The

girl slid one of the panels back and

bid us enter a small dining room
conspicuous for its lack of furniture.
The only piece of furniture was a

low, oblong, black lacquered table
resting on four highly carved legs.
The table top was not more than
twelve inches from the floor. From

wall

to

wall

were

many

oblong

straw mats of equal size and of
three inches thickness. The walls

Page four

were sliding panels made of wood,
each containing forty-eight small
panes of paper. ‘The low ceiling and
table made us feel as though we had
stepped into a doll’s house. The girl
closed the sliding door leaving us
wondering what would happen next.
After two or three minutes a rap
was heard on a panel and after we
called out to enter, the panel slid
back. Another girl was kneeling on

the floor of the corridor and she

bowed almost touching her forehead to the floor. She arose and
brought in cushions which were
placed on the floor about the table.
We

were then invited to sit down,

and after having seated ourselves in
a cross-legged position, we were instructed in Japanese that our position was not proper. The girl demonstrated by kneeling on the cushion
and sitting back on the calves of
her legs. Five minutes of this,
proved very tiring for our legs, and
we reverted to sitting “Indian”
fashion, much to the disgust of the
waitress.

The serving of the meal began

with the waitress kneeling in turn
beside each of our places and bowing before placing a dish of cold
meat cuts to our left and a salad
directly in front of us. Thin pieces
of new wood split lengthwise were

placed

alongside

the

salad;

these

we discovered were chopsticks. We
picked them up, one piece in each
hand and looked questioningly at

each other, until the waitress took a

set and demonstrated the proper
method of holding them. We were
as awkward as a child feeding himself for the first time. We did manage to convey the food to our

mouths,

but

it was

in

the

fashion

of a child, by the use of our fingers.
The cold cuts had the appearance of ham and baloney, though
we never knew what they really were.
The salad was sliced cucumber and
tomato with a little onion sprinkled
on the top. When this was consumed the girl brought in a brazier

filled with

glowing

charcoal

and

placed it in the center of the table.
On top of this she placed a shal-

low metal pan containing strips of
beef

and

shredded

onion.

From ‘a

(Continued on Page 6)

.

YOUR

we find that what is now the wo-

UNIVERSITY

men’s lounge was formerly a study
for the senior high school boarders
and the home economics section
was the dormitory for these same
students.

@ By THOMAS JONES
Taking a backward glance.

about the new buildings soon to be
added to the University and she remarked that this will be the first
time that the campus has had its

exception of a new floor, new pews
and a new organ. ‘These improvements were made in the 1920's.
Many shifts and alterations were
made in St. Mary Hall down
through the years. A small room on
the southwest corner of the second
floor was the office of the president

face lifted since the erection of the

till about

In the issue of the U.D. News
just prior to the semester examinations Rita McGarry, our We...
the Women

editor, wrote an article

Albert Emanuel Library in 1927.
This sentence stirred my imagination into action and I thought it
would be interesting to write a brief
history of the University for those
of the students who are relatively
new hereabouts.
The school was begun in 1850 by
a few brave pioneers of the Society
of Mary who came from France in
1849. The property that we tread
daily was bought from a Mr. Stuart,
a Scotchman who returned to his
native land after he sold his farm

to the Brothers. At the present
time there is nothing left of the
original buildings and I do not
know if we are certain of their loca-

tion.

As the buildings stand today,

the three oldest are St. Marv

Hall,

the Gymnasium, and the Chapel.
They were erected in 1869 and
‘1870. Tradition has it here at the
school that St. Mary Hall was the

largest building in Dayton at that
time and that people came from
miles to see the new skyscraper.
The chapel was consecrated in 1869
and in 1944 we celebrated the diamond jubilee of this consecration.

Read

the plaque on the west wall

of the

event.

chapel

St.

commemorating

Josenh

Hall

structed

in

1883

after

burned

the

old

convent

1930.

On

the first floor,

what is now the office of the registrar and publicity director was the
dining room and kitchen till the
erection of Chaminade Hall in
1904. Then later the library was
transferred from the space now occupied by the athletic offices to the
present registrar’s office till 1927
when the library was built. The
treasurer’s

offices

and

the

Confer-

ence room next to the office of the
dean of admissions were study halls
when U.D. was more ofahighschool
than a college. The second and
third floors remained class rooms
and laboratories with the passing of
the years.
Formerly the entire
fourth floor served as dormitory
space for the high school students.
In the old days the folks here used
to talk about the play house. That
was on the second floor of the gymnasium building where the chemistry laboratories are now.
‘The
school was small and such an auditorium was ample. The story goes
that in the early 1900’s the students
were given a holiday when the number of boarding students reached a
hundred. Crossing the arcade and
moving over into Chaminade Hall

Now let us take a walk over to St.
Joseph Hall. Till 1915 that building was the home of the normal
school of the Society of Mary in
America. Then the beautiful Mt.
St. John was built and St. Joseph
Hall became a part of the University buildings.
The present post
office and book store was the kitchen in which were prepared the meals
for some of the older Marianists
when they were your age getting
ready for their work of teaching future U.D. students. And in the
mentioning of all these buildings
and changes we must not forget
the power house which we needed
so much in the zero weather we
had during the examination week.
- That building was constructed in

1898. Some of the folks who were
here before that time talk about
the stoves that tried to keep the
buildings warm.
The first Brothers bought about
one hundred and sixty acres from
Mr. Stuart. Since then two sections of this original tract have
been sold. In 1905 the Society in
Europe needed financial assistance
after the expulsion from France,
consequently the blocks bounded
by College Park Avenue, Brown
Street, Caldwell Street and Alberta
Avenue were sold. Then about 1914
the large tract east of the campus
and south of Union Avenue was
sold to the Woodland Cemetery to
give financial aid to the newly established Western Province of the So-

this

was

con-

a fire

had

building.

Chaminade Hall has 1904 on the
corner stone. There was no build-

ing acitivity till the 1920’s when we
had three additions to the campus:
Alumni Hall, 1924, the Stadium,
1925, and the Albert Emanuel Library, 1927.

The chapel stands today practically as it was constructed with the

U. of D. Before

1921

Page five

ciety of Mary with headquarters in
St. Louis. Many of the older members of the Society and the students

before 1924 like to recall the swimming pool which was directly south
of Alumni Hall and the fishing and
skating ponds which were southeast
of Alumni Hall. After the erection
of the Library the park was changed
and greatly beautified. Trees were

ous and that the members of that
student body, a good proportion of
them,

at least, like it here at U.D.

We hope and pray that the University will continue to be true to
its sacred duty of training men and
women. who will always have as
their motto that of the University,
Pro

Deo

et

on

the

grass

or

And speaking about the statue
vou probably do not know that the
funds for its erection were gathered
by the students of those davs. In
1904 the Catholic world celebrated

Math.

the golden jubilee of the proclamation of the Immaculate Concep-

introduced and the present title was
taken on in 1920.

Some of the buildings at UD.
are very old as you can tell from
this narrative. The University is

very interested in launching an extensive building program but lack
of funds prevents this. Presently
we can find satisfaction in the idea

that it is the faculty and the student body that make a University
and
ings
these
that

not the newness of the buildor the endowment, though
help very much. We believe
our present study body is seri-
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ee
WE

LAUGHED
(Continued

and

theme

lad with

the million

when

a

Jap

the

in

guard

our

little vacation here in Japan is over
we'll be back eating steaks and
spuds

and

that slant-eyed

Joe

*

RESTAURANT
from Page 4)

ed more beef, onions, and sauce to

snatched it away from them and
took it down to cook for himself.
A native son of New Mexico, one
of the losers said, “Well, when

all

cook.

I shall never forget the last days
of the war when conditions looked
the blackest. One incident hanpened
which added the crowning blow to
all that went before. Three American P.O.W.’s had rounded up a
snake and were licking their chops
at the anticipation of a delicious

steak

of

physical.

upon inquiry we learned that it was
called “Suki-yaki.” When the pan
was almost empty, the waitress add-

the earlier part of this story, was
“From the day you are born till
you ride in the hearse, things are
never so bad they couldn’t be
worse.” We laughed at every punishment, reprimand and_ incident
that happened. The Joe that had
spent the most time inside the prison stockade was elected president.

snake

and

browned; then it was served to each
of us. The flavor was excellent, and

LIVED

ailments

healer

little pot, she poured onto the beef |
a sauce. ‘This mixture was permitted
to cook until the beef was well

ee

by Johnny,

great
mental

(Continued

from Page 4)

coined

a

A JAPANESE

Brown

AND

is
both

*

;

—Mary VanDyxe

Time
wounds,

As those years of adversity fade into
the dim past it is usually the comical or humorous incidents which
always call for “Set ’em up again”
whenever the sons of Bataan and
Corregidor
reminisce
over
days
spent as “guests of Emperor Hirohito.”

The night is cruel
The night is cold.
Wind whistles dismally
Through cracks—
Bitter, chilling Intruder.
And there can be
No sleep,
No rest. Bed—
A thing of fantasy!
There is no peace.
Only this haunting,
‘Taunting monster—
This thing which men call—

benches.

Your school and future Alma
Mater was not always called the
University of Dayton.
The first
name was St. Mary’s Institute,
a title that has a distinctly French
flavor. One of the schools of the
Society in France had the same
name. Now you see the reason for
“St. Mary’s Institute” on the iron
plates that have protected the steps
in St. Mary Hall all these years.
About 1910 St. Mary College was

and

NIGHTMARE

park

tion. The statue stands as a permanent memorial of the love which
the students and their friends had
for the Blessed Mother.

God

Roe

open spaces provided. The old circular fish pond was replaced by the
more picturesque irregular pool. The
statue in the park faced north since
its erection in 1904 till about fifteen
years ago when it was decided to
allow the Queen and Patroness of
the University to look at her students as they stroll through the park

relax

For

Country.

removed, old roads closed and broad

or

Patria,

have to stay here and eat snakes.”
With the flash of the atomic
burst the war ended. The starved
and emancipated American P. O.
W.’s celebrated day and night with
such joy that it is impossible to describe.

will

We were served tea in cups which
had no handles, and again we
learned that there was a right and a
wrong way to drink tea. The cup
is

raised

between

the

two

hands,

fingers outstretched until it is chest
high, then with the left hand steadying the cup, the right hand is slipped
under the bottom so that it rests
on the first three fingers with the
thumb being used to steady it along
the side. The left hand is then removed, and in this manner the cup
is lifted to the lips.
After we had finished our meal,
we paid the proprietor and were escorted through the corridor to the

anteroom where our shoes awaited
us. Putting on our shoes,
parted from the restaurant.

we

de-

The

Practical Wood-chuck

back to the starting point.

Hunter

@ By FRANK P. Krein

Follow instructions and then you should bag them.
Hunting wood-chucks to the ultra-ultra ‘gun nut means blasting
away at a furry target from two to
three hundred yards range, using a
high-velocity, small-bore, Varmint
rifle equipped with an eight. or tenpower telescope. His sport depends
upon a precision rifle, a precision
telescope, and _ hand-loaded » cartridges. His is a sport of coordination, skill and expense.
His initial outlay will probably
cost him well over a hundred dollars and may run as high as two or
three hundred, depending on his
willingness to mortgage the old
homestead.
But to the practical, game-in-thepot rifleman, hunting groundhogs
(another name for wood-chucks)
means something entirely different.
All that he needs is the know-how
and a steel tube that spouts lead in
the general direction of the target.
His gunning will be at ranges from
one foot to a maximum of twentyfive yards.
Sporting? Perhaps not. Practical?
Definitely so.

The

fellow that introduced

me

to the sport was a practical rifleman.
He paid seventy-five cents for his
rifle, a pitted,

rusty,

run-down

.22,

of a very ancient vintage.

When he

bought

worn

this supposedly

out

piece of junk it would not even
fire. Its main spring had been brok-

en previous to the purchase, so this
practical rifleman used a screen
door spring, attaching one end to
a very large wood screw in the forend of the stock and hooking the
other end over the hammer, firing

the rifle slip-hammer style.

Very

effective too, at ranges up to fifteen
feet.
His shells at that time cost him
less than a half a cent apiece. For

transportation he used his own two
legs. At the end of a successful
day’s hunt he would bring back four

or five nice young groundhogs,
enough for two delicious meals for
an average family, at a cost of less

than three cents. He seldom wasted
a shot for he was a practical hunter.
This is his system as he taught it
to me.

The very best time
hunt is from the last
till the end of June.
and the evening hours
productive.

My

friend prefers

of the year to
week in May
The morning
are the most

to hunt

the

banks of either side of a railroad.
This has two advantages for the
practical wood-chuck hunter: first,
there the range is always short and
second, there is usually an abundance of holes for a short distance
of track. If the railroad has never
been hunted before some preliminary scouting is necessary. Before

hunting,

the poles on either side

of the tracks must be spotted and
marked. There are two kinds of
banks along a railroad, those that
slope upwards from the tracks and
those that slope downwards. The
latter will usually prove the most
productive.
It is better to spot one side at a
time, working slowly and carefully
along the bank until a den is discovered. Usually more than one
hole will be found

groundhog den
trances.
When

at a time,

has
the

When

all the holes have been marked
then the actual hunting can begin.

several
den is

as a

endis-

covered a pile of rocks is placed.
near the railroad tie directly opposite each hole. When the one bank
is spotted for a distance of a few
miles, the other bank is spotted

It is best to start out at a normal
walking pace, stepping only on the
ties as railroad gravel will prove
rather noisy even when great care
is taken. A normal pace is maintained till one of the markers on
the ties indicates that a hole is
nearby. When still about twenty
yards from the marker it is well to
proceed on tiptoe while scanning
every bit of territory in the vicinity
of the hole.

If the bank slopes upward

the

groundhog may be sighted from the
tracks either in his hole or feeding
a few feet from it. If the bank
slopes downward it is necessary to
leave the tracks and this is somewhat difficult to do without making any noise because of the gravel.
However, there is an advantage in
that it is possible to approach within a very few feet of the hole without being seen by the groundhog.
‘This is because the hunter is above
and behind the game, and usually
the groundhog will be caught entirely unawares.

The next trick is to shoot the
groundhog before he sights’ the
hunter. As soon as the game is
sighted all movement should cease
except for that necessary in bringing the rifle to the shoulder, and
even this should be done very slow-

ly and smoothly.

It is possible to

bring the rifle into a position for a

shot even when the game is looking
directly at the hunter, if it is done
in one, slow, coordinated movement.

As soon as the sights are aligned
the shot should be squeezed off
somewhere
in the
groundhog’s

head.

If the animal is shot in the

head

he will kick himself

onds,

but a body

out

of

his hole and die within a few secshot will cause

him to disappear deep in his den
to die a lingering

death.

shot is the only sure killer.

A head

If the groundhog shot is a very
young one it is best to wait at least

ten minutes before making a move
to pick

him

up.

Very

often

an-

(Continued on Page 22)
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NATIONALISM
@® By W.

LEADS TO WAR

taught that America is the “land of
the

J. FirzPATRICK

Student opinion on world politics
Last winter, in the December and

January issues of The Reader’s Digest, there appeared one of the most
thought-provoking books I have
ever read. It was The Anatomy of

‘The first

Reves.

Peace by Emery

part contained a series of clear-cut,
easily-understood observations on
the

causes

and

effects

of war;

this

was followed by a strikingly simple
solution. After reading it, one has
the desire to reread it in order to
find some fallacy in the reasoning,
for the solution Mr. Reves offers
seems much too simple for the complex problems of today. But, as
one reviewer said, “Perhaps someone can prove that Reves is wrong.

But I doubt it.”
I mention this book in order that
it may

be clear that the basis for

this theme is not original—for my
thinking

on

the

subject

of

inter-

national relations has been greatly
affected by Mr. Reves’s ideas.
The title of my these is “Nationalism Leads to War”. I might well
have said “Patriotism Leads to
War”, but that would sound too
much like anarchy, which is not my
intention. However, I will try to
prove that nationalism is as old
fashioned and inefficient as feudalism or imperialism.
Since the earliest recorded history, men have fought among themselves. This is the point where the
reactionary will say that that is suf
ficient reason to conclude that there
will aways be wars. On the contrary, a closer investigation into the
history of warfare will reveal an all
important and obvious fact. The
fact is this: as man goes forward

er groups to fight with.
says:

Mr. Reves

“Wars between groups of men
forming social units always take
place when these units exercise unrestricted sovereign power.”
between

these social units

cease the moment

“Wars

sovereign power

is transferred from them
or higher unit.”

to a

larger

For this reason, then, the way to

world peace seems obvious. Form
a government that will be supreme
over all men

and

nations;

then

we

would have no one to fight with.
Many will laugh at this idea and
say that it is a Utopian concept that
would never work. But it can work.

‘The best example
States—an

is the

aggregation

United

of _ states

which are as large as most European
nations.
ideas,

Differences
and

customs

in
are,

language,
of

course,

not as great as those of other nations. But this is a product of,
rather than a contributing factor to
the success of centralized government, and the same thing would
happen if, instead of “The United
States of America”, we were to have

“The United States of the World”.
A nation may still retain its identity in this world government—just
as we have kept the identity of our
separate states. But nations cannot retain their nationalistic or “pa-

triotic” spirit. This sounds very radical to people who have always been

free”.

But

are

first,

Christians

second”.

side of the world.

world,

to kingdom, on up the ladder of
sovereignty, he fights fewer wars for
a very simple reason—there are few-
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The command-

All the preceding arguments lead
to one question. Shall we remain
in the condition we are in now for
another thousand years, killing off
the best of each nation a half dozen
times a century, or shall we take
advantage of the rationality given
us and know that in the year 3000
history will say that the real Renaissance was in the twentieth century? For in this age of atomic warfare, this may well be our philosophy: man cannot kill progress, but
progress can certainly kill man!

PHILOSOPHER

—Mary

is

ment “Thou shalt not kill” does
not have any conditions or clauses
attached to it.

Is: nothing in a game of tennis.”

economic

‘This

because many Christians have allowed themselves to believe that it
is a sin to kill their fellow countryman, but that medals should be given for killing men from the other

goes from clan to tribe, from tribe

and

when

Nationalism is such a strong emotion that for many it replaces religion. ‘These people are “Americans

he also progresses in warfare; as he

social

free,

In world government we do not
lose our freedom. To quote Mr.
Reves:
“The question is not one of ‘surrendering’ national sovereignty. The
problem does not involve giving up
something we already have. The
problem is to create something we
have never had, but that we imperatively need.”

“And what is love?” they asked of him,
Not knowing of the menace
“Love,” gasped he, “why love is—

in the

we

any nation in the world can plunge
us into warfare—when any advance
in economic status is always cancelled by the billions spent for war
—when the decision. of a group of
men in Tokyo means that thousands of young Americans must die?
I don’t think so.

VANDyxkEeE

Brown

ENCHANTED

EVE

bought him for her husband, or for
someone
to her.

@ By PATTI£ SHRODER

Oh,

Romantic is the right word for this; be sure to read it.
Brrr! My but it is cold in this
window
tonight!
Why
doesn’t
someone close that door? Honestly, you would think people never
even knew there was such a thing
as cold air! Oh! Oh! there goes my
friend over there. That was the
most beautiful rhinestone watch I
have ever known. I just wonder
what lucky person will receive him
tonight? Maybe that man over there
in the corner bought it. Yes sir,
the jeweler is taking the watch over
to him. Must be for his lady friend.
Now won’t she be happy when she
sees that watch! My, oh my!
I certainly wish someone would
buy me. I can’t possibly be that
expensive! Wonder what this sign
behind me says, anyway? It’s just

too bad that I can’t see how much
I am worth. I heard
that good-looking
that I was made of
and that my stone
carats,

whatever

the jeweler tell
man_ yesterday
solid platinum,
was all of two

that

means.

Evi-

dently I am worth quite a lot, or
someone would surely have bought
me long before this.
Now will you look at that sweet
young couple out there gazing into
the window. Isn’t it cute the way
she is holding on to his arm, and if
only he could see the look in her
eyes! Why are men so stupid! They
just don’t understand women sometimes! You would think that when
a young lady stops her friend in
front of a jewelry store he would
know she wasn’t there just to look.
Most probably this little lady is admiring that gold bracelet down below me, or maybe she is even looking at me!

What a sweet little girl! The ladies certainly do start looking early
nowadays, don’t they? I bet she
isn’t more than nine or ten. ‘That
must be her Daddy with her, and

they are headed right this way!

I

bet he is going to get her something
for tonight, too. Now there is a

man who knows what is the right
thing to do. She admires something,
and right away, he is ready to get
it for her. Here they come . . brrr
. please close that door, little
girl,

it’s

mighty

cold

outside

this

evening. Now what did he say to
the jeweler? He is whispering so
low .. . a string of pearls, not too
large? A string of pearls for a littletow-head, for tonight. What a happy
child she will be when she sees
those!
The eve of St. Valentine . . . snow
falling, so soft and beautiful! It
really seems like Christmas all over
again. People hurrying along the
streets . . . the faint tinkling of the
bells of the...
Now stop pushing me around so
much! You are disturbing my trend
of thought! That’s okay, go ahead
and take that man’s topaz ring. He
and I never did get along too well.
Do I ever feel sorry for the man
who gets that ring. Honestly, he
was the most temperamental individual I have ever met. Why, that
ring wouldn’t even sparkle in the
light, so that people looking into
the window here could see him. He
would say that that was too much
trouble,

and

that

someone

would

buy him anyway, so he wasn’t particularly worried. But what’s this?
Yes,

sir, she

is the

one

..

. that

pretty girl in the rear of the store
bought the ring, and she seems awfully proud of her selection. Well,

then, for her sake, I hope that ring
behaves,

because

she

must

have

who

why

means

doesn’t

an awfully lot

someone

buy

me? I should like nothing, more
than to be on the third finger, left
hand of a very beautiful blonde tonight! That would be so nice.
Ah hah!
Just look out there,
you! There is a couple looking in
the window, and...
yes .. . they
are talking about MEi Well, DO
come in, you two, so you can get a
BETTER

look!

Oh, boy, she’s smil-

ing now, and he is pointing at me.
Now just wait a minute, folks, and
I'll see what I can do to shift around
here a little bit so that I will sparkle

more in the light. Well, now what
do you make of that! They walked

off, and after all the trouble I went
to too! Well, maybe they aren’t
ready for a ring just yet . . . or maybe I am too expensive . . . who
knows, I certainly don’t! I guess
there are a lot of couples that can’t

make up their minds these days. But

I know there are any number of
gitls who are dying to have a ring,
and what better time is there to
receive one, than on St. Valentine’s
Day. Come on, Mr. Cupid, get to
work, on some of these bashful men.

Why are men so stupid sometimes?
They all seem so smart when it
comes to work, or to figuring out
something technical, but when it
comes to love, they are utter flops!
Whoop-sa-daisy! I’m moving, and
it isn’t under my own power, either.
Now where in the world am I going?
Bye bye, everbody, maybe I'll see
you all again in a few minutes. You
never can tell about these things.
Welllll, will you look at that man!
Have you ever seen anyone so handsome? ‘This is like riding in an ele-

vator . . . going up!

Hello there!

Ummm, what do you remind me of
. . . a gallant knight on a snowwhite steed . . . a striking matador
in the arena. Say, I am going to
like you. You like me, too; now
isn’t that considerate. Careful there,
don’t shake me . . . I’m precious, so
they say. Oh, please, Mr. Jeweler,
talk fast, because it is getting awfully late, and this is the last chance

that I will have to get out of here
tonight.

Look!

He is nodding his
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head. Does that mean we're in...
in like Flynn... . bye, bye, Mr. Jeweler . . . happy St. Valentine’s Day
everybody!

A

for one of these things tonight, isn’t

Brrr! It’s even colder outside. It’s
a good thing he put me in his pocket
. In Mr. King’s pocket that is.
Tom King! Did you see what he
paid for me? ‘Twenty-five hundred
dollars! What an enormous amount.
He must be extremely wealthy . . .
and so young . . . not more than
twenty-three!

Stopping so soon? Lights again
. a large house, on a hill, a woman
standing at the door . . . I like these
plastic cases, and thank you, Tom,

for taking me out of your pocket sO

soon.

I can see now.

Yes, mam, I think I am beautiful,

too. Oh, of course Ann is going to
be surprised . . . Tom and I are going to surprise her, Ann, is that her
name?
Tom and Ann.
Sounds
pretty good together, Tom and Ann
King. Well, let’s hurry up here a
little, so that we can get started, or
aren’t you going to take me to her
until tomorrow?

You look positively handsome, as
if you don’t already know it! But
maybe if I tell you, things will move
along a little faster. Please do hurry!
Wait a minute, here I am, over here
on the dresser. Don’t tell me you
forgot about me already? I wonder

where Ann’s picture is? He must
have a picture of her here somewhere,

but

it isn’t

on

his

dresser,

nor on the stand over there. Maybe
it was downstairs and I missed it.

It is about time you are taking
me off the dresser. Now that you
are ready, let’s go, shall we? Take
it easy on these stairs, you are bouncing me all around again. What a
way to handle twenty-five hundred

dollars!

Good night, to you, Mrs.

King, and a happy
day to you, too!
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St. Valentine’s

tell a girl something?

ject of some sort!

You are in a hurry now, aren’t
you? I guess I know how you feel
now. You kinda wonder what Ann
is going to have to say, don’t you?

What is he saying now
something in the way
for Valentine’s Day?
something! The time
here I come, Ann.

Ko.

—
A

RK

Blank

verse,

when

FOR

blank,

Is very, very blank.
I have no doubt
That this is the blankest
Of the Blank—
Verse, that is.
Free verse, when

free,

Is very, very free.
1 am convinced
That this is the most free
Of the Free—
Verse, that is.
Free

blanks

furnished

Upon

request—

Verse,

that is.

—Mary

VAaNDyxe

What IS he doing?

about a little
of a present
Just a little
is here...

Happy St. Valentine’s Day, Ann!
Ann, you are too beautiful, so beautiful, you take my breathe away .

a blonde, no, but such lovely red

.

hair, and enormous blue eyes . . .
oh Ann, this is just too wonderful
for words!
She isn’t talking . . . not even a
word . . . but are those tears I see
beneath those silky lashes?
Oh,
Ann,

SLIGHT CHARGE
POSTAGE

would

It can’t possibly

be that bad.

together, and I just know she is going to love both of us, oh so very
much. I wish you could hear me,
for there are so many things we
could talk about. But we are here
already, and there isn’t much time
left. Good luck, my boy, and remember that I am backing you up,
all the way.

You

almost think this thing was a pro-

it, ‘Tom?

Well, Tom, you and I have to stick

Ouch! Please don’t sit on me
that way. There, that is a little better. Listen to the purr of the automobile motor, big car . . . Cadillac,
no less! Is that music I hear .. .
and the hum of the heater . . . if

only I could see where we are going!

What! A different car this time?
convertible . . . somewhat cold

don’t

look

at

me

that

way,

say something.
Now

is one of the times when

a

ting like myself needs eyes . . . to
close, of course . . . such a lovely
kiss . . . I guess I could turn away,
but then I would miss so much fun!
I’m the luckiest ring in the whole
world tonight . . . to think I belong
to Tom and Ann. Ann King, such
a pretty name that will be. I do wish
though Ann, that you would stop
running your hand over my face, so

that I could see all of this a little
better.
Oh

well, I suppose

it is all right

though, after all, from now on I
will see you and Tom everyday, all
of the time, and besides that I am

Brown

NS
ae coe
There is the door bell. It sounded somewhat jerky, my boy . . . take
it easy, everything is going to be
fine, in just a little while. Here
comes someone! It’s Ann, only Ann
would have a voice like that! Isn’t
this exciting . . . the eve of St. Valentine, and I am playing the part
of Cupid! Besides that, my wish
came true, I am going to be on the
third finger, left hand of a girl tonight . . . is Ann a blonde, by any

chance?
Well, for heaven’s sake, have you
ever heard a man take so long to

tired now. This has been a hard
day. Ho hum, I wish I could close
my eyes, or something, but that
wouldn’t be very considerate, for
then Ann couldn’t see how I sparkle
in the light.

So I shall just have to

be the third party in this group, and
you know what .. . I like it!
A cozy fire, roses on the table,
a sign of love they say, a victrola
playing. and the sweet strains of “I
Love You for Sentimental Reasons.” It is St. Valentine’s Day, the
day for all those who are in love, a
day when hearts are glad, and lives

are made more glorious.

And here

tonight, we have two dreamers. I
guess some people would more or
less call this an “Enchanted Eve”.

RESURGENCE

HE TOLD

I
‘The cold is never ending
‘The biting, crushing cold.
The

ice, enfolding—

Makes

me love you so.

Could be that pone’s my weakness,
Or your horse that won the Preakness
Makes me love you so.
Must be your blooming beauty,
Or the rest from all my duty...
No... I’m sure it’s... YOU
Makes me love you so.

awful.

Love that seeks,
Yet Love that must
Be sought.
A petulant thing—
Coming to be coaxed
Yet staying to demand,
And to conquer and to rule—
Alone — unchallenged.
God

Must be the pixie in me;
It can’t be the Dixie in me
Makes me love you so.
Don’t think it’s all those juleps

II
But there is Love—

And

III
is Love,

—Norris

HELiwic

See
SUSPENSE
I gave my heart pretending
‘That it only was a loan
You took it condescending
Like a king upon his thro::e.
I said that you could keep it

And Infinity and Eternity.

Oh,

For Love is Good,
So melts the ice—
So warms the cold—
And so one lives,
And so one dies
And knows—

But even as I spoke the words
I knew my heart was lost.

maybe

until frost

And now as it’s nearin’ springtime
When hearts should all be free

I live my days in mortal fear
Lest you give mine back to me.

That Love is Always
And Love is Real
And this—is Life.
—Mary

VaNDyxe
*

—Rira

Ri

Brown

*

I set me apart from

Left the sparkling boulevards,
hulks of business marts .. .
the lamps as silent guards,
clamor of the dairy carts . . .
behind the maddening beat,
hollow-sounding ring . . .

Waved ‘so-long’ to darkening streets . . .
Quit all . . . except one thing.
That stays a part of me...
The unseen loveliness I choose

Seems all through life you'll be
That something I cannot leave nor lose.
—Norris

McGarry

ee
LOVE

*

I CHOOSE

‘The
Left
The
Left
And

BELLE

Must be that I like tulips;

‘The never melting ice.
One cannot live—
One cannot die—
Yet need exist until
Eternity? Infinity?
Until — until —
‘There is no end.
‘There is nothing.

Overpowering,

THE

HEtiwic

sin and found

thee then

I looked o’er Death’s dark waste and saw thee, too.
‘Through doubt and error thou hast sent thy strength . .
And now ... in loneliness . . . thy love.
—Norris

HEtuwic

Mn
eee
LOVE IS GREATER
Yesterday’s sunshine has gone from the sky
Yesterday’s music has wafted on high.
Yesterday’s laughter has flown away . .
But yesterday’s love is greater today.
—Norris

HELLwIc
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It is a striking coincidence that the birthdays of
two of our greatest presidents fall in the same month
February — George Washington and Abraham Lincoln, the Father ot our Country and the Savior of the
Union both acknowledge February as their natal
month.
men,

coincidence

great

in

lies

fact

that

these

the

two

symbolize

in themselves,

classes which have made

the

two

great

the United States of America

George Washington was counted as one of the
leaders of the aristocracy. The Master of Mount Vernon was perhaps the wealthiest man in the colonies.
His green acres were fertile and his servants numerous.
Resplendent in his powdered wig and frock coat, he
was a welcome guest in the most exclusive drawing
rooms or banquet halls of the colonies.
The exact opposite of this picture is the character
of Abraham Lincoln. Born in a humble Kentucky
educated

through

his

own

efforts,

individually

American,

the

of

result

the

he

has

be-

come a shining example of the opportunities of America. Lincoln was essentially a man of the people—the
common people. Like Andrew Jackson he loved the

people but he saw much more clearly than “Old Hick-

ory” the necessity of one strong government ruling
from the Atlantic to the Pacific and from Canada to

Mexico.

or

collectively on the battlefield or on the “home front”
was staggering.

These two classes, symbolized in Washington and
Lincoln have always managed to co-operate in the past.
The results speak for themselves. Now America is passing through a critical period. If she is to fulfill her
obligations

ation

George

both

As

continue.

and Abraham

her leadership,

maintain

and

must

this

so clearly saw, only in unity is

Lincoln

—C.K.B.
*
WE

Interest

co-oper-

Washington

their strength.

the dominant world power she is today.

cabin,

In the recent

seas and manufactured the world’s goods.

PRESIDENTS

conflict,

The

Moonry

Jack JONES

has

*

HAVE

been

buildings, temporary

*
A DUTY

high

regarding

and permanent,

the

proposed

to be erected on

U.D’s campus. Everything from classrooms and laboratories to a magnificant field house have received wide
publicity.
All of this interest is well and good. It is a healthy
sign when physical changes on the campus are the
subject of comment. Not to be forgotten, however, is
the fact that a University is not known by its campus.
The buildings and grounds do not make the difference
between Harvard and Winsocki. In the last analysis,

it is the faculty and the student body which is really

These two men, Lincoln and Washington typify
the forces which have united and co-operated to bring
America to its present place in the world. The upper
class,whether it be called aristocracy, Wall Street or
capital, has provided leadership and money. American
capital is found in every important industry in the
world. American industry is respected the world over.
The dollar has replaced the mark and the pound as
the monetary standard.

the university. It is this which has won for U.D. a
reputation down through the years for thoroughness
and solidity. The carefully picked and hard-working
faculty and the successful alumni have made a name

The people of Lincoln—the common man, labor,
the man in the street—can be proud of their record.

edge, learn to apply it and prove ourselves worthy ad-

American men and women not famous in history, conquered the wilderness, harnessed the rivers, sailed the
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for the University of Dayton.

The faculty is in keeping with past traditions. Men
and women thoroughly familiar with their fields stand
ready to pass on their knowledge. It is up to us to
continue our part. We must assimilate this knowl-

ditions to the great body of those who have studied at

the University of Dayton.

—C.K.B.

THE

HOLY

ness of this state.

LAND

on

One of the world’s worst trouble spots, Palestine,

is in the news once
terrorist groups and
climax point. Blood
a peaceful settlement
indeed.

again. Friction between Zionist
British soldiers has reached the
has been shed and prospects for
of existing differences seem dim

The problem is one which cannot be resolved
overnight. Complicated political, economic and religious factors interplay to tax the wisdom of a twentieth
century Solomon. Too often they have been discussed
in a rather hysterical, frankly biased manner. All sides
have their embittered die-hards, irreconcilable to any
other view.
Peace will never come to the Holy Land in this
manner. We of America will have a strong voice in
the final settlement of these disputes. Lest we act
rashly and unwisely, we should weigh the arguments
of all concerned first and then help to bring peace to
this troubled land.

—C.K.B.

Kooks

*

COLLEGE LIFE—A PREPARATION
FOR MARRIED LIFE?
For college students there is great probability of
our getting married and within nine years of graduating.
Some students are called by God to the single state
while others, to the religious life or priesthood. But
the majority of us young-uns will do well to think over

marriage,

there

were

5,697,000

in this

marriages.

of divorces:

country

The

from

home

1937

to 1940

divorces

1,008,000

has

suffered

out

of

from

mothers working everyday in war-factories and fathers
and sons fighting overseas. ‘Today amusement houses,
literature, and

the radio

sometimes

strike at virginity,

conjugal fidelity, and child-bearing.
The Church, State, School, and Business depend
enormously on married life. Within the family the
average child must learn the duties which will govern
every phase of his life, individual and social. Thus brok-

en homes are a prolific cause of juvenile delinquency.

A man can bear the vicissitudes of fortune more calmly

if he is comforted and strengthened by a wholesome
home life.

XI’s

encyclical,

Mar-

Christian

women

and

Isn’t it encouraging to see how well the men and
women on our campus mix up in social entertainments?
Our men learn how women react in various situations
and especially learn to respect their womanhood. Our
fairer sex learn to understand men and be loyal to them
through thick and thin (as in assignments, dull weekends, parties, and misunderstandings). Christ loved
young men, like St. John and the other apostles. He
also loved young women for He came to the assistance
of a young, blushing bride at Cana when the wine
ran short.

One step in preparing for a married future is the

cultivation of a religious disposition. After all, God 1s
the Author of marriage and the main Support of its
fruitfulness. Homes need all the religion they can get

today. Religion reaches into the bottom of our hearts

to make us more noble in everyday thoughts and
actions. Religious marriages blessed by God will soon
construct a better place for men to live in. Anyone
who has seen a family on its knees saying the family
rosary sees what is missing in a godless home.
It is up to us to do something to
ern “home” from a stop-off between
a happy, cozy place of love and union
and their parents. We can cross our
come to them!

change the modtingling thrills to
between children
bridges before we
—W.M.

Ks

Many students have twisted ideas about love, conjugal union, having children, education of the children,
and divorce. It is not entirely their fault. Their en-

smacks

They might read reliable write-ups
Pius

riage. They could ask competent men
about marriage and its responsibilities.

the importance of marriage in our lives.

vironment

as

Hence, the alarming need for college stu-

dents to be straight on marriage.
In college, students should prepare for marriage

by living at least not in flat contradiction to the holi-

GOSSIP

I spoke an idle word today,
With

awful, careless ease

And the world picked up my idle word
Like a feather in the breeze.

It tossed it through the city streets
And spread it o’er the town

In vain I sought to halt its flight
Elusive thistle-down.
That idle word that once was mine
Had travelled far and wide

To jealous hearts it went with glee
But hurt another’s

pride.

My idle word a journey took
Oh,

this I learned in sorrow

And though I could not call it back
I'll wiser be — tomorrow!
—Ritra

McGarry
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WOMEN’S

WORDS

ARE

LIKE

Words are like clothes.

CLOTHES

They type people as easi-

ly as an eighteenth-century dress. Just as your wardrobe consists of sweaters, skirts, date dresses and formals so does the wardrobe of the English language
have many varieties. Each is correct for one occasion,
but entirely out of place for another.
Slang is the most common variety. It accompanies, jeans, saddles and big plaid skirts to picnics, hay
rides and wiener roasts. The night of your big date
with Jonny for the junior prom you would not dream
of reaching in the closet and pulling out your jeans.
You have pressed your best dress, and shined your new
shoes. Everything is strictly the best tonight. Since
slang is a companion of jeans it does not belong with
you tonight. Make sure it hasn’t slipped into your

pocket, for you will be just as ridiculous if you appear
with slang as you would be if you were in jeans.

In the same closet with slang hangs another type.
This is colloquialisms. You would stare in amusement
if someone appeared at the big affair in a sweater and
a skirt ,wouldn’t you? But take a look again. People
have pretty much the same reaction to a colloquial expression lurking amid the bright lights of the theater.
Haven’t you noticed that expression? You had better
dust colloquialisms out of your pockets, too. They

and

sweaters

and

skirts

belong

mosphere.

in a different

at-

A third group is the archaic. You would not go
to that dance in your grandmother’s petticoat. The

mere suggestion would send you into gales of laughter.
The petticoat comes into its own on Hallowe’en and

in the

school

applies

to archaic words

dramas.

The

same

and

expressions.

reaction

grandmother’s petticoat are contemporaries.

usually

They

and

Use them

together and you will have a congenial couple.
they are very unpopular.

Alone

The right dress at the right time makes you sure

of yourself.

Tuck in your pocket or bag the right kind

of English and you are certain of being the belle of

the ball.

Remember to avoid the wrong kind of EngPage fourteen
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lish just as you would a spot on your dress or a run
in your hose. ‘They both have the same effect. If you
are a wise girl, when you are deciding how to please
the eye of your man of the hour, plan to please his
can also. Bring along the English that fits the occasion.
You won’t be sorry.
—Maryorre Witrrman
*

ae
KAREN

Karen was playing bridge. Karen always played
bridge from 10:45 to 11:40 Mondays, Wednesdays and
Fridays, and she always wished that her 9:50 class
would be over quickly so that she could hurry into the

lounge where the other three girls waited for her.
Today, the 9:50 class had seemed much longer
than usual, and when

she had taken her accustomed

place at the bridge table, she had found that she really

didn’t want to play at all. But a hand had already been
dealt to her, so she picked it up, and arranged
the cards.
Now

the bidding was over, and she was dummy

it seemed. Karen fumbled in her purse and brought
out a pack of rather crushed Chesterfields and a Ron-

son with which she lighted the cigarette she had taken
from the package. She turned the lighter over and sort
of half smiled as she read the engraving . . . “Always,

Bill,” it said.

“The same corny stuff that everyone

else would have engraved on a gift to a girl,” she
thought. But then, Bill had never been original anyway, she knew that, and yet that was probably one of

the reasons for her loving him.

things.

That among

other

“Isn’t it your deal, Karen?”

Karen came slowly back to the bridge table and
the lounge. She had been thinking of the night that

Bill had given her this lighter. “It says Always, Karen.
Will you let me prove to you that I mean what it says?”
Karen picked up the deck which one of the girls
had handed her, shuffled it and swiftly dealt the thir-

laugh and ridicule, stop and think before they make the

teen rounds. She glanced casually at her cards, expect-

ing exactly what she saw . . . a hand that soared far
beyond excellent. Lately all of her bridge hands had

next crack about the education course.
—Mary F. CAVANAUGH

being lucky in cards and unlucky

it

in love, or was

just the opposite? Karen wasn’t sure. She had been in
and

love,

now

she

wasn’t

and

been, now there was only nothing.

that

where

love

had

ber what it had been like before and couldn’t for it
Was life always

like this, one disappointment after another? She hoped
not.

The bid was hers, and she played it, keeping her

mind, if not her heart, firmly fixed on the game.

She

played the hand superbly, drawing the interest of more

than a few of those sitting near her.
“How silly for me to feel this way,” she thought.
“After all tomorrow is another day, and after all, who
?

but God knows what tomorrow brings?”
Re
DEFENSE

OF THE
COURSE

we find ourselves in an environment affording spiritual
pause, and a

We

of the year, lent.

fifth season

exist

from day to day in our individual worlds, giving our
whole hearted attention to books, tests, campus activi-

ties, week-end

dates, and men

(but definitely, men).

Perhaps this last subject is enough in itself to cause
us to seek spiritual guidance. They are a great problem,
aren’t they? Not only are we faced with social prob-

This lenten season comes at a most opportune
time, mid-term. Now is the time for us to take stock

EDUCATION

Every student who is majoring in education or aiming for a teaching field in a particular subject is con-

stantly faced with quips, side remarks, or patronizing
wisecracks, all in reference to teaching. The usual
complaint about being an educator centers around the
fact that a teacher ends up as an “old maid”. Statistics
prove that marriage rates are surprisingly high in the
teaching profession. After all, what could be a better
preparation for motherhood than several years teaching experience?

The education student is frequently reminded in
his college career that education is definitely a “snap
course”. The education course can be very easy. It

all depends on what a student puts into his work.

life’s ambition, whether it is to become better homemakers, mothers, career girls, or professional women,

lems afforded us by the opposite sex, but also with
problems of teachers, lectures, tests and more tests.

—JANE NYHAN

IN

For those of us who are delving into books for
the necessary learning to make it possible to fulfill our

She tried to remem-

seemed that it had always been there.

.

kkk
THE FIFTH SEASON

been like this. Karen remembered an old saying about

If

one desires to work seriously he realizes that by neg-

lecting his work he hurts not only himself, but also his
future students.

intellectually and spiritually. We must pause in this
mad rush after material things and consider the affairs
of our soul. Christians in general understand the meaning of lent. It is time for them to get closer to God
by prayer and a spiritual regeneration. We must know
what our duties are and we must have the will to do

them.

For both of these we need the help of God and

we get this help by prayer.
Then, too, lent is a time for. penance which we
must perform in expiation of our many offenses against
God. I have no intention of mentioning giving up
things like candy, shows, dates, or even men. These
practices will come to our mind without much effort,
but we are old enough now to think of lent in a bigger
and a broader sense. These practices belong to the

negative side of our lenten obligations.

‘There must

for something that we wanted very much.

Now is the

have been a time in each of our lives when we prayed

time to pray and to pray hard for the whole world, for

Then there is that old “gripe” about teachers pay,

the preservation of the world and the spirit of dem-

described as a mere pittance, a frugal wage, or a drop
in the bucket. Recent movements among_ teacher
groups seem to indicate that teachers’ pay is on the
increase and that with it teaching standards will be
higher. Perhaps, for a few it is only impractical idealism but, on the other hand, it appears there are still
some people left who want to give a contribution, an intellectual heritage to civilization. They give more than
they take and then find themselves ridiculed for their

ocracy in the world. Yes, we must pray for our future
so that we can take our place as women in this future

pains.

To be a really good teacher almost requires a vo-

cation. Everyone is not fitted to be a teacher; it is
something special. Let those who find it so easy to

world.

We

are here in college today working and

slaving at books to make

something out of ourselves

and better our position in this mixed-up world.
of
us
be
he

So let’s pray, girls, pray for our future and that
our children during these forty days of lent. Let
go to church more often during these days and not
like the people whom the preacher spoke of when
said, “People now-a-days go to church when they

are hatched, matched,

are carried in.”

and

dispatched

and

twice

they

:

—JOELLA SCHMIDT
Page fifteen

JUST RUB THE

LAMP

about my value?

® By Ep List

Somewhat critical of American journalism.

Me? I’m the public! At least
that’s what I’ve been told. I have
also been told that my opinion
counts more than any other opinion in this world. It has been im-

plied that every business man, union Official, tramp and statesman is
vitally interested in what I do and
think.

Now this is all very flattering.

It

makes me feel that I should be
nominated for a grand prize of the

year to end all grand prizes of all
years.

And also, since I am

under

the impression that my sentiments
are invariably heeded, I think I
should be asked what type of prize

would suit me most.

Now I don’t

want to rush things, but instead of
waiting for representatives from
thousands of manifold survey units
to clamber up my balcony in the
still of the night, rudely jerk the
blankets from my serenely, slumber-

ing form and racuously snap the
question at my still drowsy intellect,
I will let my

desires be known

to

I want is a newspaper!

A

one and all.
What

newspaper that abides by the rules
that I am led to believe they abide
by!
For a long time now I have been
shelling out my

nickel every morn-

ing and what I read doesn’t satisfy
me at all. Since I don’t get satisfaction from reading my paper what
can I do with it—besides wipe off
my muddy shoes or jam it over the
nail

on

the

out-house

wall?

It is,

I am told, my sacred duty to be
well informed on the current events
of the day. I should know and understand national policies. It’s necessary that I be accurate with my
views on inter-national _ policies.
Since I am a responsible citizen and
can never know when the White

House will ask for my judgment on
a matter of stupendous importance
it is essential that I know all things.

Remember—my opinion is valuable!
I lead the world—don’t
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I?

There is one admission that I
feel I must make in order to remain
entirely honest.
I had read the
same paper regularly for a number
of years and was exceedingly proud
of my knowledge. There were very
few topics that I was ignorant
about. I owned many opinions, as
the public naturally should, and I
was sure every one was infallible.
Then, one day, with no conscious
reason,

I

selected

an

out-of-town

edition. I read the editor’s discriminations and I was violently startled.
He
was
positively
ignorant,
I
thought. There was, to my notion,
not a shred of truth in his entire
column. He had distorted statistics and events until they resembled
paintings by Dali. How could such
an obvious dolt have become an
editor of a newspaper? It disgusted
me—but later it made me thoughtful. Was it possible that I might
be in error?
I began an experiment. I purchased papers from other sections
of the country and compared their
contents. At the end of the first
month my sentiments were so thoroughly confused that I hesitated to
even venture an opinion about the
greenness of grass. My statements
had no more backbone than a wet

noodle!

Suppose Washington were

to call on me while I was in this
state of mind! Catastrophic visions
raced through my mind and I could
see our wonderful nation slowly
crumble—and

all

because

public, had no opinion!

I,

the

Regardless of my bewildered status I am still the most powerful influence in the country. It might be
difficult to understand but it’s true.
That is one of the few things that
far-flung publications all have in

common.

As confused as I am they

still tell me that I am the boss.
With so many sources verifying this
fact is there still room for me to
be skeptical? Does a doubt remain

This couldn’t be

merely an enormous hoax to pacify
my ego—could it? Would it be
traitorious to fondle the thought
that the United States of America
is still being led by a select few that
compose an inner circle? Is the
“government by the people” merely a hollow phrase? Can it be that
every man, having a natural love
for prestige, is told that his thoughts
are indispensable to keep his head
high in the rosy hue of ignorance?
If a man

feels that he knows,

then

he isn’t so eager to discover more.
Perhaps it is wishful thinking
even to dream about obtaining as
a gift a newspaper that tells me
what I want to know. Maybe it’s
visionary to suppose that such a
thing is possible.

It would certainly simplify my life
though, if I were able to spread the
paper wide and read it and know,
without

a

notion

of

doubt,

that

what I read is unvarnished truth.
If clever semantics and double
meaning words were omitted and
hidden implications were diminished it would be unnecessary for me
to study the space between the lines

in order to obtain a lucid picture
of the subject concerned.

If newspapers were operated as
they are reputed to be, that is as a
public benefit. without the exclusive policies of the owner or publisher being shown preference, I
would feel that I was being treated
fairly. If I were told bluntly that I
was very ignorant and ill-informed,
but that steps would be taken by
all editors and publishers honestly
to endeavor to correct the situation,

then I would at first rare up with
indignation and later be appreciative.
Go ahead and tell me that these
are the musings of a fool. There
will be no argument, because, deep
down I realize that such a newspaper could easily be construed as
a forerunner of Utopia—but that’s

still what I want for a prize!
Note:
‘These opinions are
not necessarily those of the
writer—neither

sarily not.

are

they

neces-

AN

AFTERNOON

WALK

Of a G.I. during the semester hohdays.
@® By Britt STONEBARGER

“Where are you
looks like rain?”
“Just going
I
Mom...
for a while.”
at the heavy

As

going,

Ben,

it

to take a short walk,
think it will hold off
Ben looked dubiously
clouds.

he walked

down

the

front

steps he reflected that nature in
the form of clouds expressed his
feelings better than he could do, a
feeling of restlessness that somehow always escaped phrasing. Ben
had felt like this ever since coming
home two days ago. Ten days of
vacation ahead of him and then
back into the college stream. Or
maybe the college flood would be
a more apt metaphor, for Ben was
one of the conscientious vet group
that wanted to leave college with
something more valuable and satisfying than nostalgic memories of
fraternity beer brawls, eccentric

English teachers, and glorious football victories.
While in the Army he had vowed
to make a real go of college instead
of continuing the same lackadaisical path he had begun as an eighteen-year-old freshman. The draft
had caught him just as he finished
that first year in college, and now
five years later he came to look upon
that first experience in the mystic
realms of higher learning as a faroff, rather absurd phantasm. He recalled the respectful fear he had of
the supercilious sophomores, the

awe he accorded

the worldly sen-

iors, the frank hero worship he gave
to Rocky Farrell, the All-American
fullback, and the envy that came

when he saw

beautiful coeds flock

around Joe Martin, the campus Casanova. But now he was twentythree years old by the calendar, and

sometimes felt twice that emotionally. In fact, outside of a still lively
interest

in

certain

coeds,

his

early

educational high jinks were buried,

if not completely forgotten.

His first post-war college semester
hadn’t been as easy as expected,
however. The long layoff had served only to dull his wits. So much
so, that he had considered throwing
in the towel more than once in
four months. He did manage to
struggle through, though, and not
without

some

measure

of

success,

not only in grades but in intellec-

tual satisfaction as well. He remem-

bered once reading
the effect that the

something to
smartest man

was the one that knew his own ignorance. He thought he must be
pretty smart then.
His English
professor, Mr. Carmichael had given
him. some encouragement. Just before

he

left

for

home

last

week,

Carmichael paid him one of his
rare compliments.
“Humph, that
last essay wasn’t

so bad,

McMann,

—you seem to have something to
say occasionally, when you manage
to express yourself decently. Rare

gift that,—too many people can ex-

press themselves but
anything to express!”

don’t

have

Ben wondered about that remark.
If he did have anything to say, he
himself could never quite pin it
down. He had changed in the last
few years, that was certain. He had
become much more observant of
life around him; of people, their
faults and virtues. ‘Take Parkwood
for instance. Superficially it seemer to him the same respectable but
smug suburb that he had known as
a grade school kid and high school
adolescent. But inwardly he sensed
an ever-widening breach in his at-

titude toward the core of principles
on which he imagined the community was built. However, inarticulate he would be if called upon to
explain this change, it was still very
realistically present. As a kid he
had taken everything for granted
and been satisfied to accept the
benefits a well-to-do family could
offer both in material goods and
pious advice, never noticing the gap
between words and actions. He had
never doubted the innate superiority
of his class and unconsciously
thought of the rest of the city as
composed of merely less industrious,
less noble, and less educated people.
His army days, however, had planted the seed of doubt in his mind
and this seed grew rapidly during
his first post-war college experience.
In fact, it must be admitted, it grew
perhaps too rapidly and in so doing,
outstripped its immediate potentialities. He now tended to the other
extreme and neglected to differentiate sufficiently in labeling the entire community as a gang of hypocrites and snobs.
As Ben strolled along Greenlawn
Boulevard, the dreariness of the day
combined with his restlessness to
produce melancholy reflections about his “snobs”.
His eyes focused on the street
sign.
Greenlawn
Boulevard and
Deep Hollow Road. Nice suburban
names,

when

simple

King

contrasted

Street,

with

Ames

the

Street,

Richard Street, etc., on the South
Side. He remembered one of his

girl

friends

once

remarking

that

there were no “streets” in Parkwood, only avenues, boulevards, and
lanes.

Random thoughts buzzed through
his mind as he looked about him.
“Look at that house on the corner. Cost old Mr. Adler twentyfive thousand and that was in the
depression. ‘That’s his idea of architectural magnificence, a strange conglomeration of Spanish, early American, and

Adobe

architecture

ed in yellow plaster.
gas station to me.
“Jean

would

that, I bet.

Looks

get a kick

Why

bath-

like a
out

of

she’s got more

real culture in her little finger than
Page
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all these stupid people could collect
in a whole generation. Oh, but
wait a minute my friend, you for-

got that Jean lives on the South

Side. Why her father works in a
factory and the whole family are
some kind of foreigners anyway.
Definitely not the type of person I
would want my son running around

with.”

A lusty “Hey Ben,” interrupted his
thoughts just as he crossed Rosemont Avenue.
Ben turned around and saw Char-

lie Dodds trotting up the street behind him.

“Ben, you old son-of-a-gun, it’s
sure great to see you again. How’s
college been treatin’ you?”
“Pretty fine, Charlie. How has
it been going with you up at Yale?”
“Oh,

just

fair,—think

we.

cram-

med enough to pass the finals. But
that’s over and this is vacation so
let’s talk about something more
pleasant,—say the Alumni Dance
tomorrow night. You’re going aren’t
you?”

“Yeh, I suppose so,” Ben replied.
“Well, you don’t
about it, man. You
just been jilted by
most beautiful girl

sound so excited
look like you’ve
the richest and
in town. But

say, how about doubling with me
and Betty—I got a fifth of really
good stuff from the old man’s
private stock. And he even loosened
up and is giving me the Cadillac.
How about it, Ben, you can have
the back seat all to yourself.”
Ben felt uneasy. Charlie and he ~
used to be pretty good friends, and
although the thought of a gala
night like that seemed inviting at
first glance, Ben knew he wouldn’t
really have a good time. It would
be the same old routine, polite wittiness, a few drinks, fewer inhibitions, then some off-color jokes,
some more drinks,.a little necking
in the back seat, and a terrific head-

ache the next morning.
Charlie
would think it gay, risque, and un-

conventional.
one

of

But Ben thought of

Professor

Carmichael’s

(Continued on Page 24)
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CATHOLIC
@® By Georce

PRESS MONTH

DEINLEIN

For February.
I’ve often wondered why February was chosen as Catholic Press
Month. No doubt those who did
the choosing had a good reason for
picking February, but it strikes me
that there is a good reason contained in the word itself. Take the last
letter—the “y”. It suggests a question. Why? Why what? Why do
Catholics have an inferiority complex in regard to the Catholic Press!
Hold on—don’t go away yet. If you
just said to yourself that here is another crackpot with an axe to grind
or a pet theory to give its yearly
airing, you are just the one I want
to talk to. Treat yourself to a little
pre-Lenten penance, and lend an

ear. I won’t bite it off.

I. repeat, Catholics have an inferiority complex as regards the
Catholic Press. By this I mean that

they

follow

the

slogan:

If

it’s

Catholic it’s got to be boring. A
Catholic magazine—just a conglomeration

of anti-Red

editorials,

stale

jokes and otherwise fairly good short
stories with a moral tacked on. A
Catholic weekly or monthly paper
—big headlines about the decline
of family life, juvenile delinquency,
etc.; pictures of a few prominent
prelates; two or three exhortations,
and a legion of decency list; besides, of course, the usual quota

of

advertisements. A Catholic novel
—straight-laced characters, stiff, artificial, unnatural emphasis on religion, a story bound to end in a
conversion. or an entrance into the
religious life. In general, anything
that is Catholic is branded by the

very fact as uninteresting, unexciting, and didactic.

If you’re honest

I think you'll admit that this is the
way a lot of Catholics feel about it.

Maybe

they

wouldn’t

put

it as

strongly as I just did, but I think

we're all tainted with those ideas.
Well, let’s see if there is any
grounds for being ashamed of our
Catholic publications.
Start off

again with the Catholic magazine.
‘Those anti-Red editorials.
Let’s
take a parallel case. If you’re sports
minded, I guess you’ve noticed all
the space devoted to an all out campaign for clean sports and fair play.
And we read these columns with
interest because we, too, want clean

sports and are justly indignant at
those who try to fix contests in order to fill up their pockets with illgotten gain. The paper goes harping away day after day on the same
old thing, fighting the same old
menace to sports, but we don’t
think less of it for doing so. Now,
why not the same with Catholic
publications who go on week after
week fighting the menace of Communism and demanding fair play
on a much higher scale. Why
should we think less of them for
doing so?
And the stale jokes. Yes, it’s true,
some of them are. But they’re at
least clean and don’t have to descend to the smutty to get a laugh.
Besides they aren’t all stale, just as
all the ones in other publications
are not fresh. The short stories? Is
a moral always tacked on? I think
not. Just because a story upholds
the right and doesn’t solve its quan- |
daries with a divorce, or just because
it exhibits the power of prayer and
the joy of a virtuous life—does that
make it boring? The same for Catholic novels. Just because they aren’t
built around the usual love triangle
and the appeal to sex, but center
themselves

in

the real

center,

the

craving of man for happiness which
can be found only in God—does
this make them dull?

And

Catholic

periodicals

with

their familiar headlines of such “unnewsy” items as decay of family life

and juvenile delinquency. But what

is news, if the two things contributing most to the undermining of our
(Continued on Page 22)

Student Essays...
KILROY

Sometime ago I heard that Kilroy
was the sole property of the Air
‘Transport Command. He was very

much a part of the Army’s Ground
Forces in the Pacific.
What a helpmate he was, particularly when troops were hitting
a beachhead. Pacific veterans will
recall how they were all knotted-up
inside—and scared, plenty scared. It

was about
wishing

they

then

that

had

they began

tried

get into the Wac Corps.

harder

to

The landing mats on the barges
were lowered, and the fighters hit
the beach. While running for a
spot to dig in, perhaps one of the
men would stumble over a body on
the ground. It was a Jap, and for
a startled moment butterflies would
be in his stomach, until he found
the Jap to be flirting mightily with

rigor mortis.

And

pinned

on his

tunic would be a note reading, “Kil-

roy did it.”

A wide grin splits his face, and
after “cussing” fondly at Kilroy a
few times, he finds himself no longer
possessor of that tight feeling in the

bread-box.

As any veteran can avow, he was
the gettin’-aroundest man you ever
saw. Kilroy’s been to every island in
the Pacific, through every steaming
jungle in New Guinea, to every

camp in India, to every dive in Japan. He got into more places than
termites.
In true Kilroyan fashion he continues to make a note of his presence on the walls, doors and par-

titions of washrooms.

I suspect he

is under contract to some wallpaper
cleaner manufacturing company.

Kilroy’s method of announcing
his presence is usually the writing of

a plain, bald statement, but occasionally he reverts to poetry. When

he does, poor Keats trembles with
jealousy in his dusty grave. Here’s
a case in*point: “Take pride in passing through this door, ’cause Kilroys been here before.” See what
I mean? Now can you blame poor
Keats for trembling?
Incidentally, I have it on good
authority that Kilroy was discharged
last

month

nois.

at

Fort

Sheridan,

‘hey say that when

IIli-

“Killer”

Kilroy was walking out the gate with
his discharge papers clutched firmly
in

his

many

browned

battle

hands,

stars

he

pinned

had

so

to

his

mythical chest, that he had to be
held erect by means of a mobile skyhook.
Lately, I must confess, Kilroy’s
been getting on my nerves. The other day I discovered a new restaurant
which sizzles a mean steak. Chuckful of self-pride, I was beaming
upon the world at large when my
glance rested on a sentence penciled
on the menu. It read: “Kilroy okays
the food here.”

Everywhere I go, Kilroy likes this,
Kilroy approves of that, Kilroy did
this, Kilroy did that. He haunts me,
he shadows me, he drives me nuts!

—THOMAS

FINKE

AND

their favor.

But today the worm has turned
and I have regained all hope and interest in the beloved people called

“women.” Therefore I deem it only
fair to tell the world about my keen
pleasure as readily as I told them
about my gripe concerning life in
general.
When I arose this morning I was
greeted by cloudy, miserable weather, a lousy breakfast, and the ugly
thought of another day of humdrum classes. So in hopes of finding
something to brighten the day’s outlook, I headed for the post office
with no hope, but only fear of find-

ing an empty box again.

But right at this point, as I said
before, the worm turned. There was
a letter; no two; and also two boxes

from the greatest gal, in the greatest city in the “show-me” state.
And I guess you know it was also
at this point that the day brightened
and life again seemed worth while.

I again felt like a soul remembered
and loved by someone; not like a
name and number recognized by
few and disregarded by many.

So with

Ree
BEFORE

very hopeless about the fairer sex
and was at the point of abandoning any further attempts to win

AFTER

In the past I have had the disappointing experience of not receiving any mail from the “one-andonly” for a period of several days.
In the course of one of these periods
I had the task of writing a paper

such as this one and immediately I
took the opportunity to pour forth
to the world my utter disappointment and anger. In fact I wrote so

strongly in one case that I seemed

this impetus

the

day

moved along easily and quickly.
Mail time found A.B.J. headed for
the post office again. Here it happened again. ‘There was a letter and
another box of food to sooth the
broken spirit of a college student.
Yes,

dear

reader,

it is the little

things like these that make
worth living. The old proverb
tainly seemed true today.

life
cer-

“Every dog has his day.”
—AL

B. JANSEN
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THINGS

AIN’T
USED

WHAT
TO

THEY

THEY

The ratio
Was a sad
The fellas
Were few

Oh, for those times I pine.

A finger-snap was all it took
To get yourself a date
You didn’t need a million bucks
Nor have a Ford V-8.

’Cause a girl would have to pick him up
And return him to the Hall.
The City boys were just as bad

They'd drive their cars, but then
They'd say “We'll pick up at 8:00”

And show up after 10:00!

Girls are much less friendly now
Than what they used to be
To smile and speak did not seem then
Beneath their dignity.

A couple strolling hand in hand
Is a common sight to see
But in those days the fellas thought

T’was beneath their dignity.

didn’t act insulted then
whistle or a wink
took it as a compliment
acknowledged with a “slink”.

But things are back to normal now
Girls must no longer look like Turner
In fact they don’t have to look at all
To cook on that ol’ front burner!

The fellas are friendly and swell again

So Bartender, pour another drink
And [ll be on my way
Things will be like this, I guess
Until the Judgment Day!

Page twenty

to girls
be seen
campus here
between.

The age of chivalry was dead
When a Campus boy would call

It wasn’t hard to get a date
With girls with lots of class
Believe it or not there was a time
When you didn’t have to ask.

You betcha! we like them that way

And we hope this will go on and on
Until the Judgment Day!
—MAbeELEINE

SCHOLEY

The

of boys
sight to
on the
and far

To get a date one night a week
Was really quite a feat
You had to have your father’s car
In order to compete.

You didn’t have to look like Van
Nor be over six feet tall
You didn’t have to score touchdowns
Or star at basketball

—Tom

AIN’T

There was a time at old U. D.
When things were mighty sad
When every girl lost all desire
To find her Galahad.

BE

There was a time at old U.D.
When things were mighty fine
Good-looking girls were everywhere—

Girls
By a
They
And

SURE

Albert

Emanuel

Library

UNGER

XNAMPYS AUTEURS
Gee, this trying to write a gossip
column is really a terrif’ job. Every
time someone whispers some super
sizzlin’ secret slice of spiteful speech
about one of our Joes or Janes—
they always add—‘But don’t you
dare print that or’—and the look
that they give us is more expressive
than a dozen threatening words.

But

heck—we

shouldn’t let mere

maledictions (p.446 in Webster’s
New School and Office Dictionary )
scare us. After all didn’t we enroll

in the class “The Art of Self Defence” last week? Of course at our
first lesson that instructor merely
bounced us against the wall a dozen
times, but he promised us that this
week we get to bounce each other
and learn the half-Nelson-Eddy. Besides, you can trust us—yeh, you
can trust us.

Some of our fair coeds are still
navigating in a daze over the very
successful Junior Prom. Vera Seiler was over-heard to ask with a
dreamy note in her voice, “Why
don’t we have Junior Proms every
week?” and Ruthie Meyer said
quote; well, there weren’t any special words, just a long, contented

sigh.

Quite a few of the fair las-

sies are happy over the fact that
their strapless formals stayed quite
secure in spite of the law of gravity.
Eddie Voigt was there with a Denver-ite. Al Sullivan was sporting the
neatest-known white gloves with his
tails. Must have been cold. Jim

Nolan and Ruth Davis seemed to
be having a laughing-good time.
Shirley Duert’s date had the neatest 47 Chevvy convertible. Hu-bba.
‘The dance also had its more tense
moments when thhe engagements
were announced. Teeth were drop-

ped freely about the floor, people

screamed, numerous persons fainted an’ everything when they heard
of the coming big events. For instance, ‘Ted Alexander and Donna
Murray are planning to be married
in the next six months. He’s going

to U.C. and she’s going down with
him. Pattie Justice and Al Suttman
let their secret engagement out. It’s
the first time we've actually seen
anyone float around a dance floor!
Jake Strebel and Charlotte Smith
announced the glad tidings with a
ring and many nice just-betweenus-two looks. We also heard that
Don Smith and Margie May are
planning to say the linking vows.
That’s life. ‘Think you'll have recuperated by this time next Junior
Prom?

New couples:

Frannie Sloan and

Hank Ferazza enjoyed each others
company at the dance.
Had a
lo-ve-ly time, they tell us. Rita McGarry and Gene are mighty cute together, too. Good ol’ New Yawk!
“Happy birthday to you” was
sung solemnly in the gals’ lounge
the other day to Joan Fulwiler. Sitting around the cake were Phil
Keirer, Lois Slavin, Mary Ellen Hagan, June Schwinn and Bonnie
Stelzer. Joan looked mighty embar-

rassed about the whole thing.

But

all enjoyed the cake.
Another lounge scene is the sitting around a bridge table of Jean
Argast,

Dottie

Raney,

Julie

‘lim-

mer, Ruth Finke—talking over the
latest—well, just talking over the
lates. Helen Knepper, Audrey Ludwig and Dottie Wall were found
playing
three-handed
bridge—no
fourth! Eileen Quinlisk was reading
a magazine by the victrola, as if in

hopes that some kind soul would

have the energy to change the records. No such luck. And there was
Connie Frank, by the radiator, per
usual, and also per usual, smoking

ent for a certain male, then a New

Year’s gift, and then Valentine, remember—but now we don’t
what the next idea will be.

all depends

like his idea too well, and Don end-

ed up by singing a solo version of
something or another. We didn’t
recognize it.
Guess what! There’s going to be
a clothing drive during Lent. That
means you bring in the things
you've been telling your mother you
don’t like for years and thus, you
increase your wardrobe by giving

some of those jerky garbs away. It’s
awfully chilly in Europe—people
are dying, and if you just contribute
two or three things, they'll be appreciated more than you could realize. The clothing doesn’t have to
be anything new or special—just
clothing. It’s got to be a success—
the drive, we mean—and it will if
you'll just take a second or two to

grab something and bring it here,

deposit it in one of the four boxes
which are to be placed around the
building. Okay? It'll make you feel
a lot

better,

Did

eyes?

didn’t.

Helen

men!

Vlahos

was—yes—

it'll make

them

you

notice—Casey’s

purty

Boland’s

from

auburn hair? Jeane Smith’s big blue

of theater

knitting on those socks that were
first going to be a Christmas pres-

and

feel a lot warmer.

a book

we

she finishes

Don Pinciotti has a lovely (! ?)
voice. Just ask Lee Schmidt or Dan
Brandt—or us. Not too long ago
on a Saturday eve, poor Don was
trying to make a little head-way
with his favorite gal by dancing with
her—not changing partners as was
the law at that-thayr Knottingham
Pines. Seems the manager didn’t

Sammy?

No,

when

those size twelves.

up a screen. Poor Wanda Ringo
was dashing frantically around the
room in hopes of drafting some cosmopolitan into selling chances for
tickets.

on

know
That

Myra

orchid

Dick Schimmoller certainly does
things thoroughly, we must admit.

His head bears a buzz fuzz. These
Rip West’s gal is going to Miami.

We

also hear they’re both dating.
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Saw Patti Shroder having a cup
of coffee with the Hockwalt twins
and couldn’t help but wonder if it
was merely a platonic sip, or if it’s
starting all over again (from the
song of the same name).
Joe Zoul and Danny Terzi are—
yes, yes—getting married in the
spring. ‘Too late, gals!
Slong
mongers.

for now, fellow
Aren’t we devils?

gossip
Yeah!

ae
READ THIS

to the Dayton

(Continued
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is

frightened

into his hole before he can be shot,
then there are two alternatives, de-

pending on his age. Young ones are
very stupid but the old ones are
very cagy. If the groundhog is a
young one a ten or fifteen minute
wait will usually see his appearance
again, but an old one may not come
out for several hours. It is usually
best to keep moving when hunting
a railroad.

of

An average day’s hunt should find

the Alumni Association and he
made a very favorable impression
on those down-town coaches. We
not only welcome Joe, but we wish
him the best of success in his first
season at U.D. next fall... . And
while on the subject of sports, we
take off our hats to Jim Carter and
the basketball team for the work of
the season. And we are not thinking
as much about the losses as about
such games as the one with Cincinnati at the Coliseum on February
11. What a thrill! That was worth
walking more than a mile to see.
... Then there is lent. You know
what. If you want to do something
watch the bulletin board on which
Father Leimkukler puts his announcements. There you will read

two or three young groundhogs in
the bag. I assure you this is no
mean prize. In my mind there is
nothing to compare with fried,
young groundhog.
In the frying
pan he looks like young rabbit but
in the stomach he’s like nothing
else in the world. If you have ever
tasted him I am sure that you will

that we have stations at 12:55 on

Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays
and Benediction at the same time
on: Tuesdays and ‘Thursdays. ‘Then
there is a mass every morning at
7:45. for those who have time to
come. Do you come to the chapel
service faithfully? Want to do something else? How about those old

clothes that you can send to Europe.
You better do something during
lent. You will have a much _happier Easter if you do. See you over

in the chapel at 12:55.
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FIT EVERY MEMBER
OF THE FAMILY

other young chuck will emerge from
the same hole or from a neighboring one. When the next chuck is
shot he too should be left to lie
until a twenty-minute wait produces
nothing more.
I have shot four
young chucks from out of the same
hole in less than fifteen minutes
by this method.
If the groundhog

Before. the next Exponent appears on the stands in St. Mary
Hall the spring practice will be
started.
‘The old togs will be
brought out of the moth balls and
under the direction. of the new
coach, Joe Gavin, the quarterbacks
will be barking the signals. We want
to welcome Joe to the University.
Down at the Biltmore hotel on the
night of February 17 he was intro-

duced

THE WOOD-CHUCK
HUNTER

agree with me, and if you hunt him

The Dayton Heidelberg
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for his meat I am sure that you are
a practical wood-chuck hunter.
Kee
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country are not. Should we be
ashamed of a paper that devotes its
pages to exhortations to live a better

life, in

contrast

to

our

CHARLES R. BROWN, 0. D.

dailies

who spend much of their time recounting all the things people do
to make life worse with their murders,

robberies,

divorces

and

scan-

dals of various. kinds?
We

have nothing to be ashamed

Compliments
of

of. Let’s get rid of that inferiority
complex and tell our Catholic Press:
“We're proud of you and your work.
Keep up that fighting spirit. You
have our wholehearted support.”

A

Friend

CATHOLIC

AUTHORS

will

® By EucEeNE Bop
Review of a booklet.

Brother John’s steps were more
animated that afternoon in 1941.
We expected the usual hum-drum
course in freshman English. A conspicuous bulge in Brother John’s
briefcase sent a spark of hope
through the class. The air was
charged with curiosity. After the
bulge was distributed to the class,
the spark of hope burst into the
flame of reality. ‘This was not to be
the ususal course: Cathoitic Authors, just a four-page paper then,

made

certain of that.

Since then

those four pages have grown into
a thirty-two page booklet of the
story of Catholic Literature made
known through the Catholic Authors and their works. This latest edition, Catholic Authors Senior Edition, as well as all the other edi-

tions, is due to the untiring efforts
of Brother George Shuster. Catholic Authors, as Brother George says
in his introduction, is “a small gesture in response to the Papal plea
for Catholic action in the support
of Catholic Literature”.
(Catholic Authors of the Past
and Present by Brother George N.
Schuster,
S.M.,
Blvd., St. Louis,

4701
Mo.)

S.

Grand

The first pages of the booklet are
devoted to the men and women
active in the Catholic Literary Revivals. Their mission as that of all
Catholic writers is to bring the
Word of God to all men. The seed
of Catholic Literature was sown by
the Evangelists. ‘The letters of St.
Paul followed by the writings of the
Early Fathers of the Church _propounded Catholic Doctrine. Monks
and Nuns taught the Word during
the Dark Ages. The great kings of
Europe made possible this dissemination by founding seminaries and
schools. The Golden Age of the
thirteenth century watched the majestic tree of Catholic Literature

reach

its full maturity.

Borromeo,

and

Thomas

Ignatius,
More

led

it ever

devastate

the offense against those who were
alienated from the Church. The
dynamic spiritual writings of Teresa of Avila and John of the Cross
conciliated men with God.
The
eighteenth and ninteenth centuries
witnessed the rising of the materialists and atheists. They were met,
not by another Augustine or Aquinas, but by a host of lesser Catholic
Authors whose voices have reverberated to the ends of the earth.
This latest revival of Catholic Literature is reaching its apex at the
present time.
The next pages re-enact the drama
of Catholic Literature from the
founding of the Church to the present day. Christendom’s consolidation occurred in the fourth century. From the fifth to the eleventh century, the monks laid the
groundwork for the coming offense
to send the Word to all peoples, by
their work in the Scriptorium and
by their prayers. The conquest of
the barbarians then gave a new impetus to Catholic Literature.
Till the sixteenth century all was
well with the Church. Then two
great blows shook her. One from
within,
the
“Reformation”;
and
the other from outside, the Turks.

The first blow at her doctrines was
met by a re-affirming of her unwavering revealed principles. The
second blow at her material welfare was met and destroyed by Don
Juan of Austria and his Christian
followers.
With Columbus the Word came
to America,

and

from

there

to all

parts of the world. Not without
suffering, as the martyrs of old, did
these men conquer new nations for
Christ. But they died, that the
Eternal Word might reconcile men
with God. Then the flood of atheism and materialism tore loose. God
was shoved completely and defini-

tively out of His universe. Catholic
Literature

has

not been

silent,

nor

be

silent,

God’s

Word.

while

men

Brother George next treats the
Catholic Literary Revival. Springing from Christ as the taproot, the
majestic tree of Catholic Literature has flourished and waned seyeral times. Each time the Church
was persecuted or attacked by her
enemies, she retaliated with a great-

er and more forceful Literary Revival than before, for her past
a foundation for future growth.
day another Literary Revival is
ing place. Begun and sustained

was
Totakby

men like Cardinal Newman, G. K.
Chesterton,
Hilaire Belloc,
Paul

Claudel, and Christopher Dawson,
how could such a movement fail?

The

Catholic

Literary

Revival

has come to America from Europe.
The lives of the more famous of
the Catholic authors active in this
Revival are next described. Theo-

dore Maynard brought the seed of
the Revival to America.

Since that

time the Catholic Literary Revival

has enjoyed great success. in the
United States. In the next pages
the lives of some of these American
Catholic authors are portrayed. A
special place is accorded to the men
of the press. Following Pope Pius
XII’s platform: Return to Christ,
these men have done their utmost
to bring the Word to all readers in
America.
A graphical representation of the
tree of Catholic Literature dominates the two center pages. The

roots from which the vital sap flows

are the Catholic authors of past
centuries whose strength lies in
Christ. Different countries are represented as branches springing from
strength. The fruit of the tree is
one trunk—a symbol of unity and

living Catholic Authors.

This ma-

jestic tree is no mere shrub. The
greatest storms have failed to uproot it. After each storm it grows
even stronger than before.
Its

branches are becoming more num-

erous and more laden with fruit.
Surely it will flourish till the end
of time.

The second half of the booklet
describes books written by Catholic

authors.

These

story of man,

books
either
Page

relate

the

in fiction

or

twenty-three

in biography.

The purpose of the

ions.

The

Saints, however,

are not

Catholic novel is to portray man in
his most significant activity, which
is his struggle for salvation. A novel
is Catholic insofar as it interprets
modern problems in terms of the
truths of faith, faithfully portrays
the relation of the Catholic with

ordinary in everything. ‘They are
zealous enough to choose God as

his

tion

fellowman,

experience
code.

and

evaluates

in terms

the

of the moral

Six novels are described as types
of Catholic fiction. The Mass of

Brother

Michael

presents Brother

Michael as the Holocaust-—In The
Initiation, Robert Hugh Benson depicts Sir Neville in the role of one
seeking God, but seemingly not
finding Him. After a life of sufferings and disappointments he sees
that God’ has guided him home.

He sought

found

the

Holy Grail

it—Mr.

Blue,

a

and

modern

Francis of Assisi, gave everything to
the people he loved.
received

the

earth,

In return he
the

skies

and

God. He was truly the Reed of
God.—Father Happe’s first words to
his new parishoners, “I am Happe,”
summarize the life of the Comforter in The Happiness of Father
Happe. —Death would have been
the easiest way out, but Father Michael was a Shepherd of Christ who
ministered to his flock through the
greatest perils in To the End of the
World.—The Nazi’s had taken over
the monastary and dispersed the
monks. Brother Nicholas was later returned as a political prisoner.
When escape was possible during
an

air

raid,

Brother

Nicholas

re-

mained in his monastery to become

the Seed of Christ. Now With the
Morning Star is as touching
is human.

as it

novels;

novels

of Romance,

Mystery, Adventure and Sports; and
novels of Retrospect and Prospect.

to follow His will in ar-

To read a biography is to relive

a life. Whether it be an explorawith

Pere

Marquette,

the

building of a religious congregation

OR
AN

AFTERNOON

WALK

with Francesca Cabrini, or the evad-

(Continued from Page 18)

ing of the Mexican persecutors with

vorite phrases—“‘the frightened Philistines.”

Father

Pro,

the

reader

hours of enjoyment from
ographies.

will

have

these bi-

Short stories and essays afford an
abundance of pleasure to anyone
with a few leisure moments. Among
the books mentioned in Catholic
Authors, With a Merry Heart and
Our Father's House are musts on
any reading list.

For

those lovers of poetry and

drama, Brother George suggests
among others Theatre for Tomorrow, Mint by Night and certain collections of poems.
Books of a more spiritual nature
serve as a conclusion for Catholic
Authors. These are books to be
read

and

meditated;

books

which

will be remembered and_ talked
about; books which, read once, demand rereading. Monsignor Knox’s
new English translation of the New
Testament, Radiating Christ and
My Ideal are but a few of those
mentioned.
Catholic Authors is designed as
a supplement to high school English courses. Every year since its
beginning, more and more teachers

have

ee
realized

courses.

Following this are sketches of
many other novels, including Historical

their end,

riving at that end, and to tell the
devil to go to.

let has entered a great number of .
high schools throughout the country. Its use, however, is not limited to the high school. It is a valuable repertorie for anyone interested in reading good books and
studying Catholic Literature.

its

value

Consequently,

in their

this

book-

Determined to get out of it, Ben
said, “Thanks anyway, Charlie. It
sounds good, but this girl I’m going
out with doesn’t drink much and
we were planning on leaving early.
I’m not much in the mood for a
big night, just want to see some of
the old gang.”
“Aw,

come

on

now

Ben,

that

doesn’t sound like you. Where can
you find a girl in Parkwood that
doesn’t drink. Margie Donahue is

the only one I can think of and you
sure wouldn’t have a date with her.”

“Who said anything about Parkwood,” Ben replied rather indignantly. “I’m going with a girl I
met up at school. She’s in the Conservatory of Music and working her
way through, too. You probably
don’t know her. Name’s Jean Lamb
and she lives out on Van Nye St.”
Ben’s eyebrows raised. “Oh, now
I’m beginning to see the light. You
‘vant to be alone’ with the girl from
Van Nye Street. Why didn’t you
say so, Bennie, I understand. Chan-

ces like that don’t come every day.
Course it won’t look too good at
at big dance like this. People are

liable to get the wrong, or should
I say the right, idea. You
reputation means a lot.”

know,

The inference was only too plain

and Ben would have slugged him
had

not nature intervened pith

Another section is devoted to Biography and Hagiography. Lives of
the Saints connote a dull and drab
book. Brother George insists that
Saints are human beings. They are

deluge of spring rain which’ cooled

not

rotten,

supermen,

but

ordinary

men

like you and your everyday compan-

Page twenty-four

a

him off emotionally as well as physically. They both said “so long”
and headed in double time for

home
snob

with

Ben

calling Charlie a

foul- minded hypocritical

under

his breath.
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